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hoc as molten lead,and as heauy too : God kcepelead out ofme, 
/necde no more weight then mine ownc bowels . / hauc led my 
ra<* ofMuffins where they arc pepperd : there’s not three ofroy 
I 50. left aline, and they are for the towacs end , to beg during 
Jjfeibut who comes here? Enter the Trince , 

priti, W itat.ftandft thou idle here? lend me thy fword/ 

"Mans' a noble man lies fiarke and ftifTe, 

Vnderthc hooties of vaunting enemies, 

Whofedeaths arc yetvnreueng’d . i pretheelend me thy fwoid: 
Tal. O Hal, I pretheegiue me leaue to breathe a while: Turke 
Gregory neuer did fuch deeds in armes, as 1 hauc done this day, 

I hauc paid Percy, I haue made him hire, 

Erin He is indeed, and lining to kill thee. 

1 prcthee lend trie thy fword. 

* Tal. Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy be aline, thou getfl not 
my fword, but take my piftoll if thou wilt, 

Erin. Giue i: me:vuhat/ is it in the cafe ? 

Tal. I Hal,fis hof,t’is hot, there’s that will faeke a Cilie. 

The Prince draveesit out , and finds it to be a bottle oj faeke. 

Erin. What? hit a time to icaft and dally now/ 

lie throvees the bottle at hint. Exit. 

Fed. We!!, ifPercybealiue, /le pierce him if he do come in 
my way : fo, if he do not, if /come in his willingly let him make a 
Carbonado of me, I like not fucb grinning honour as fir Walter 
hathigiue me life, which if I can faue,fo;if not, honour comes vn- 
Idokt for, and there’s an end. 

Alar me, gx cur (ions, Enter the King .the Trlnce. Lord lohn 
of Lam«fter,and Earle ofWeflmerland. 

King. I prcthee Harry, withdraw thyfclfe, thou blccdcft too 
much, Lord /ohn of Lancafter, go you with him. 

‘P. Iohn. Not 1 ,my Lord, vnlcflc ] did blccde too. 

Vein. 1 bcfeech your Maitftie make vp. 

Leaf} your retirement do amaze your friends. (tent. 

King i will do fo : my Lord of Weft merland, lead him to his 
Weft. Come, my Lord, 1 le lead you to your tent. 

Erin. Lead me, my Lord?/ do not necde your helpe, 

And God forbid a.fhallow feratch flaould druse 
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The Prince of Wales from fuch a field as this. 

Where ftain’d nobilitie lies troden on, 

And rebels armes triumph in mafTacres. 

loh. We breathe too long, come, coofen Weftmerland, 
Ourdueiie this way lies : For Gods fake come. 

Erin. By God, thou haftdeceiu’d me, Lancafter, 

I didnot thinke thee Lord of fuch a fpirit: 

Before, 1 lou’dtheeasabrolher, Iohn, 

But now, I doe refpeft thee as my foule. 

King. I faw him hold Lord Percy at thepoynt, 

With fu flier maintenance, then / did looke for 
Of fuch an vngrownc warrior. 

*pri». O, this boy lends mettall to vs all. Exit. 

Tong. Another king, they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the Douglas, fatall to all thofe 

That weare thofe colours on them. What art thou 

That counterfeit! the perfon of a king? 

Kin. The king himfelfe, who Douglas grieues at heart, 
So many of his fliadowes thou haft met 
And nottiie very kingrl haue two boyes 
SeekePcrcie and thy felfc about the field. 

But feeing thou fal’ft on me fo luckily, 

I will affay thee, and defend thy felfe. 

Doug. Ifeare thou art another countcrfet, 

And yet, in faith, thou beareft thee like a king, 

But mine, /am fure, thou art, who er’e thou be: 

And thus /winne thee. 

They fight, the King being in danger, Enter Prince of Walts. 
Vrin. Hold vp thy head, vile Scot, or theu art like 
Neuer to hold it vp againe, the fpirits 
Of valiant Shctly, Stafford,Bkint,arein my armes: 

It is the Prince of Wales, that threatens thee. 

Who neuer proinifeth, but he mieanes to pay. 

They fight, Douglas flieih. 

Cheerely my Lord, how fares your grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfcy hath forfuccourfent. 

And fo hath Clifton file to Clifton ftraight. 

King. Stay, and breathe awhile: ' 
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